blue fox collar in which I went from the Lisle Streei
flat   to  the  Henrietta   Street   Registry  Office  in  th<
morning.    It was a large, bare room, its v/alls fluttering
with notices.    I caught myself wondering why a warn-
ing that spitting meant a forty   shillings   fine   hadn't
been included among them.    The registrar, in a big
black tie and broad-winged   collar,   had   a   parchment
face like the legal caricatures that decorate old-fashioned
solicitors' offices.    A Malayan friend of Richar4's and
my cousin Alec were waiting as  witnesses.    Richard
didn't like Alec, I could see.    The affectations that had
been charming and boyish in him those years ago in
the country had hardened into mannerisms too rigid to
laugh at.    Five years of growing responsibility in the
City had drawn over his face the wooden mask of the
self-conscious executive.    And yet,  as I stood before
the polished desk and the thin trickle of words went
over my head, I could see behind the black jacket and
the striped trousers the open-shirted figure in the sun-
lit garden, I knew again suddenly   the   early   morning
thrill of finding and carrying away to secrecy one oi.
those long, warm letters.    I felt abstractedly that it was
really Alec I ought to have been marrying.
We lunched at the Monico and drank a great deal
of wine. We had tea at a Bayswater hotel with an
aunt of Richard's who had always, he said, been good
for a tip when he was small. The hotel had the air of
an institution for the old. It was full of malacca chairs
and guests who would have been better described as
inmates, they had stayed there petrifying so long. The
aunt received us in her room, a picture of the Christ
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